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Letter from the Editors: 
Translated by Tucker Hermans 


Brief von den Redakteur: 


Nathaniel Hawthorne, Henry Wadsworth 
Longellow, und Franklin Pierce studierte an Bowdoin 
Colege. 


Das ’Zine existierte nicht zu der Zeit. Aber, 
wie wir alle wissen, das ’Zine lebte damals wie heute. 
Eine geschatzte Sammlung von einer Dutzendhalfte 
leben von der Zeit ber, als WBOR Kreativitat res- 
pektierte und anerkannt. Diese beliebte Ausgaben 
rufen an eine bessere, heilige Zeit zuriick. Glickli- 
cherweise fur die Einwohner der Vereinigten Staaten 
und die internationale Studierende, jUngste Vorfalle 
fordern, dass die munkelte oder unerhdrte Publika- 
tionen der WBOR wieder erscheinen. 


Alyssa, Kristina, und ich haben fast gestorben, 
als wir die wunderschéne Erfassung von Kunstwerke 
verschafften. Ehrlich gesagt, glaube ich, dass das : 2 z 
Schreiben von diesem Brief der erste wahre Arbeit ist, | 5 ale 4 ia ee) ae Se 
die ich fiir das ’Zine machte. Trotz meines Schuld- 4. ae S i 
bekenntnisses und der Fakt, dass ich aus Missouri 
(Heim von Nelly, neutral wahrend des Burgerkrieges) - 
komme, sollen Sie diese Ausgabe sorgfaltig durch- °77 N E STA = FE 
blattern. Innerhalb diesem Seiten werden Sie das 
erfinden, was ich verstandlicherweise, als eine glanz- 
volle und magische Landschaft von AuBerungen, be- ED ITORS: ; 
schreiben muss. Die Zeichnungen, Fotos, Gedichte, | Cookie Monster Alyssa Phanitdasack 
Essays, Kritiken, und andere Schriften zeigen, dass | Roy Rogers Danny Lorberbaum 
ich Recht habe. Tea Kettle Kristina Goodwin 


A Cut-Out by Jenna Breiter 


Die Ver6éffentlichung dieses ’Zines ist das er- STAFFE: 
staunlichste Ereignis an Bowdoin, seit dem unterrich- ; 
tfreien Schneetag meines ersten Jahres als Student. Hypotenuse Jenna aoe 
Professor Cafferty, die Dozentin meines deutschen | Robocop Maggie Brenner 
Nachkriegsfilmkurses, den ich dessen Tag leider Downtown Zachary Coffin 
verpasste, erzahlte uns spater, dass es niemals einen | Duke Bryant Johnson 
Schneetag an unserer Uni wahrend ihre anwesende | Eminem Kate Krosschell 
Zeit gab. Diese aufmerksame Gelegenheit unter- Rusty Peter McLaughlin 
schied sich nur darin, dass es kein Zufall ist. Mehrere Sultan of Swat Nicholas Stone 
Ausgaben werden folgen und wir erwarten freudig Madeline Eleanor West 


Ihre Eingaben. The Swindler Sarah Wood 


Mit freundlichen GriiBen, ‘ 
Send all submissions to wborzine@gmail.com 


Danny Loberbaum “I love the ’Zine!” - Ezra Pound 


Redakteur Cover: “So Much Franzia” by Christine Rutan 


WICK STOME 


Even with fast action or low light, you can coun 
for magnificent pictures no other film can give you. This weekend, take it on 


Photo at left taken on super-sensitive Super Anscochrome at f/9, 1/500 second. Photo 
at right taken on a slower color film under exact same conditions, but at 1/60 second, Says 
photographer Alex de Paola; “At 1/500 second, the slower color film would have been 


underexposed and dark. At 1/60, it blurred. Super Anscochrome can stop action this fast 
—and still keep full depth-of-field.”’ 3 


Twin Camera Test proves it: Super Anscochrome’— world’s 
first super-speed color film—stops the action where slower film fails. 


Super Anscochrome... and you'll know you've got it! 


Super Anscochrome — Exposure Index 100—the 
super-speed color film for all adjustable cameras. 


Regular Anscochrome—Exposure Index 32—the 
standard color film for all popular cameras. 
Ansco, Binghamton, N.Y., A Division of General 
Aniline & Film Corporation. 5 


t on Super Anscochrome 


oom ANSCO ~ 
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SH. CHARLES (UM ANS RAL NORTE S) 
BY SHAN CAMPOS 


Part I 
On the first Monday of the new month, the busiest work day Main Street would experi- 
ence, St. Charles, down-and-out, up-and-down, local bohemian, ragamufhin, preacher, doer, 


teacher, user, psychedelic dream of a smell or a smear froma long time ago went out to make a 
demonstration of what he found wrong with the shit and slime of uptown drainage runoff, trash 
floating over on old money barges, and the day to day image of the unforgivable breathing, hum- 
-ming, bustling, shouting, screaming, maddening, fucking, boozing, brown-nosing, red-handing, 
tooth-grinning excess that was branded on this day and age, the face of every homeless man who 
pissed on houses, fat faces of vulgar little youths who wrote the word “bastard” on purposely 
tattered jeans, and purposely worn skateboards, on the faces of businessmen and wives of busi- 
nessmen who wore little headsets to stay forever connected to out-of-state, out-of-sight, but never 
out-of mind investors who knew pockets that got thinner would get thicker in time, not with 
hard work, but by the good grace of being naturally thick to begin with, and the faces of teachers 
who didn’t or couldn't teach, and writers who didn’t or couldn't write, or musicians who couldn't 
blow, pluck, or bow much like they used to, or said they used to, and everyone, everyone in the 
whole wide universe, who could look at the face of modern America, ifit is really one thing at all, 
and say, with all earnestness, “goddamnit, we've got something here,’ and so he got his truck, the 
one covered in slogans, and stickers, and endless amounts of paint and grime, and lifted every 
port-a-potty he could find in the city, from the construction sites of new malls, or rehabilitation 
centers that have been forced outside, and under awnings, because public funding or public hearts 
didn’t care enough to invest in them, and took them into the cen-tral square in Main Street, and 
ina series of deliberate, whack-whack-whacks delivered a blow to each of the transportable toilets, 
spraying their contents all over him and the street, but mostly on him, and to his disappointment, 
or perhaps per his expectations, he did not attract a single wan-dering eye of a parent with his or 
her child on a leash, or a poor immigrant sneaking in a smoke break behind a poor restaurant, or 
a short-haired, short-eyed, hipster in two sets of clothes, two-sizes-too-small, or the dogs and cats 
more homeless than the homeless, and proceeded to sit down, and cry a mixture of happy tears 
and sad tears, happy because he had shocked the world in a way that would make him famous, the 
buzz of every interviewer looking for a new interviewee, and the topic of the top book on the top 
one hundred list of the top magazine of the country, and sad because no one would ever experi- 
ence the joy he had had right there, sitting in a pool of other people's bathroom unmentionables, 
thinking about how his name would look in lights or pointed out in the sky by fingers eager to 
look for his image among the stars, and the topic of the sentence, “right there! There is St. Charles! 
The Great St. Charles! Preacher! Doer! Teacher! Muser! Wonderful dream of a time we can never 
have! There! There! Next to the archer! That’s him! That’s him!” 


Part I 
St. Charles later realized he, too, was a part of that sentence, and regretted the decision all 


together. 


protistaches: Voltime I 
by JW ditbrotf 


fall/winter transition mix 
by sarah wood 


1L- autumn sweater - yo la tengo 
2- gila - beach house 
a= Swissex lover = fight brte 


4Y. our hell - emily haines & 
the soft skeleton 


5. ai? not eontain you = the 
microphones 


Lb» heres it never snowed. af- 
terwards it did- - the twilight 
sad 

7- he hit me - grizzly bear 


&. these few presidents - why? 


F- your ex-lover is dead - 
BY SETH GLICKMAN stars 

10- here comes a regular - the 
replacements 


lessons from the sul: part II 
by shelley barron 


SOUNDTRACK: 

1. “Garota de Ipanema (The Girl from Ipanema)” 
by Astrud Gilberto 

2. “Funk Soul Brothers” by Fatboy Slim 

3. “I’m a Cuckoo” by Belle and Sebastian 

4. “High and Dry” by Radiohead 

5. “Kids” by MGMT 

6. “A Duel Will Settle This” by Mates of State 


Okay. So maybe | overreacted a bit. 


Once we were dropped off at the station, I put on my 
most confidant travel face, retrieved my pack from the 
bus’s underbelly, and power-walked directly to a line of 
upscale radio taxis. In Rio, one has a choice in cabbing: 
radio taxis are registered with the state in an official ca- 
pacity; they tend to be more expensive than non-radios, 
or unregistered taxis, but one can generally expect to 
reach one’s destination without being quick-napped or 
lacking organs. I jumped into the white Volkswagen, and 
my driver began a fairly silent ride south, to Ipanema. 
Though quite dark, I could just make out the north- 

ern zone’s poverty, the centro’s high-rises, and finally 
reached the Sul’s beaches, suco stands (smoothie/juice 
bars), and upscale shops. 


We reached my hostel, and though tipping cab drivers 

is almost unheard of in Brazil, I gave mine a R$10 tip on 
a R$40 ride. Confused more than anything, he bid me 
farewell. After checking in with the hostel staff 1 was led 
to my bed on not the third, but fourth vertical bunk ina 
room with 11 other ladies, akin to sardines. | didn’t care 
though; we were paying for the neighborhood, not the 
amenities. After dropping my stuff off and freshening 
up, | went to explore the hostel’s courtyard, replete with 
a bar, hammocks, and a pool table. I ordered a drink, 
chatting with a few other solo travelers. One was this 
adorable Norwegian girl, in her early 20s, who had been 
backpacking the world on her own. It was her last night 
in Brazil, and she bought a round for me and another 
German fellow sitting with us. I asked them for their 
best stories of Rio and Brazil, their advice on what to do 
and what to avoid. 


“Well, steer clear of the drug dealers in the Favelas. 
That’s shady business.” 


The Norwegian and I looked at each other: had our 


German acquaintance, Jurgen, been out of his mind? Who 


would try to buy drugs in a Rio favela?? 

Tour companies in Rio love getting gringos to interact 
with favela culture, for various reasons. Jurgen decided 
to attend a funk party in Favela Rocinha. In case you are 
unsure, favelas, generally, are slums or shantytowns. 
Families pile one upon the other, with little to no public 
sanitation. Drug lords run rampant in the Rio favelas, 
forming gangs and subsequent wars competing for 
customer markets. Rocinha is the largest favela in Latin 
America, with around half a million residents in some 
absurdly small amount of space. 


_ The Rio favelas are well known for their parties and 


musical talent. Jurgen joined a group of other travelers 
and went to one of Rocinha’s Sunday Night Funk Festas. 
After several hours of drinking and dancing, one of the 
folks in the group suggested perhaps trying to score some 
cocaine. All fairly inebriated, the group agreed. Jurgen 
said one thing led to another, and out of nowhere he was 
being led down a dark alley alone with one of the alleged 
drug dealers. Out of cocaine, Jurgen was offered crack and 
he didn’t know how to say “no” to a member of one of the 
most notorious drug gangs in Rio. His life flashing before 
his eyes, being led down that dark and narrow alley—he 
was sure the drug dealer was going to mug or kill him... 
how could he be so stupid?— Jurgen saw the flash of 

a corner store around the bend. He insisted on buying 

a drink for the dealer, in exchange for the service. The 
dealer agreed to a beer. While walking out of the alley, 
Jurgen saw a flash of the dealer’s gun protruding from his 
belt, and knew he had to get back to the party and find his 
friends, somehow. ; 


He bought one beer for the dealer, and invited every- 
one in the store to join in for a round. One round led to 
several, and the dealer struck up conversation with the 
other folks loitering at the store. When he thought his 
moment had arrived, Jurgen slipped out the door— 


claiming he had to make shishi, i.e. take a piss—and ran 
the fuck back to the funk party. 


“Yea, so don’t buy the cracks in the Favelas. Dangerous 
stuff.” ‘ 


Lesson #2, for all the goddamn idiots out there: Don’t go for 
blow runs in Rio’s favelas, particularly if you are a blatant 
gringo. 


Norway and I were somewhere between laughing and cry- 
ing at Jurgen’s story, at his stupidity and the real dangers 
that favelas presented. She recommended taking a favela 
tour, though, as they were really essential parts of Rio’s 
culture. She gave the number of a guide she had enjoyed. 
Exhausted from my long day of travel, I bid the two fare- 
well and safe journeys. 

A few days later, after some Rio sightseeing—the 
Corcovado, the Sugar Loaf, Tijuca, Lapa, Copacabana... 
all the big, and generally stunning, sights—a Scot I had 
befriended, Kirsty, and I decided the time had come to get 
out of Ipanema, and try the favela tour. On a dreary Friday 
afternoon, we arrived at the base of Rocinha, and met our 
guide and a few other folks touring with us. He said as a 
group we would be biking up to the peak on the only road 
that runs through the favela, and descend with a walking 
tour down. 


Stupidly, I assumed “biking” meant on bicycles; you can 
imagine my surprise when the guide pushed us on to eager 
moto-taxis, sans helmets. There was no other economical 
way up or down the favela, given the width of the road and 
the number of residents who frequent it. I had never been 
on a motorbike before, and, truthfully, I was terrified. All 


of the moto-taxi drivers in Rocinha are insane; they 
zig-zag between public buses, commercial trucks, and 
street vendors, often colliding with anything that gets 
in their path. Once we crashed into the rear-view mir- 
ror of an adjacent van around a tight turn, I figured | 
was done for... 


Lesson #3: Upon riding with a reckless moto-taxi driver 
on Slippery, narrow, favela roads, best to close your 
eyes. And pray. 


After the longest 15 minute ride of my life, we made it 
to Rocinha’s peak, the most affluent part of the Favela, 
armed with a fantastic view of the city. Throughout 
our tour we saw incredible poverty, extraordinary 
artists and musicians, countless roaming roost- 

ers, open sewage, and a remarkable group of young 
barefoot boys who created a percussion quartet out of 
garbage and plastic bins. 


About half of our way down, our guide, Orlando, 
took us into his friend’s bakery, where we stocked 
up on coconut sweets and pao de queijo. Upon leav- 
ing the shop, a man with an AK-47 and a ski mask 
approached the group. He introduced himself as a 
leader in the ADA (“Friends of friends”), one of the 
largest gangs in Rio, and wanted to know who we 
were and what exactly we were doing in Rocinha. He 
left the gun raised and face concealed. 

Kirsty and ] exchanged concerned glances. She whis- 
pered: “What if ADA here decides he is tired of grin- 
gos touring his favela...?’ 


TO BE CONTINUED 


“Ventricles from my heart that | 
painted on your face” 


By Ouda Baxter 
Playlist: 


1. Golden Hill- Tristeza 

2. Consequence- The Notwist 

3. Avril 14th- Aphex Twin 

4. Anthem for the Earnest- The Bad Plus 
5. Rise- Flobots 

6. Cader Idris- Saxon Shore 

7. Looks just like the sun- Broken Social 
Scene 


SONGS TO BE A FAT GHOST BY (2) 


“BURN DOWN THE MALLS” - Mouvo NIXON 
*HOoews Pots = Focus 

“SRI LANKA SEX HOTEL” - THE DEAD 
MILKMEN 

“LOTION” - THE GREENSKEEPERS 

THES GHOST OF STEVEN, FOSTER” =. THE 


SQUIRREL Nut ZIPPERS 


“WHAT’S GOING ON” - 4 NON-BLONDES 
---Before You Go-Go (music to start the day) 


ST eEosT My, HEART TOs“ STARSHT P by Sofia Siegel 
TROOPER” - SARAH BRIGHTMAN & HoT 
GOSSIP “1m Only Sleeping” - The Beatles 

“Chelsea Morning” - Joni Mitchell 
“TEARDROP” - MASSIVE ATTACK (LOL “Good Morning Sarah” - Andrew Rose Greg- 
HOUSE) ory 


“Big Blue Sea” - Bob Schneider 
"T CAN TELL BY THE SOUND OF YoUR “Rattled” - Traveling Wilburys 
VOICE THAT You ARE My Nemesis!” - “Keep The Customer Satisfied” - Simon and 
BOOKFOOD Garfunkel 

“New Shoes” - Paolo Nutini 
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Walking Home from Lessons on The Armory Show 


Is that an old woman? 
With a green bag? 


No. 


It’s a girl. 
With a hat. 


lH 


Image: Eleanor West and Cullen Winkler 


-Found by Nicholas Stone in the words of Daniel Lorberbaum 


Advice on How to Survive a Bowdoin Winter 
by Professor D. Collings 


As the darkness descends upon us this November, 
it’s only right that we all share ideas for how to sur- 
vive and even flourish. Apart from hanging out with 
friends, listening to good music, eating good food, and 
taking a break as often as possible, what should we do, 
especially on those quite late evenings (if any should 


arise)? 


One possibility is to enjoy a good book, especially 
one that is just a great read. Here are some of my sug- 
gestions for this winter's reading. 


First, Pd heartily recommend Salman Rushdie’s 
Haroun and the Sea of Stories, which submerges its seri- 
ous point beneath a charmingly magical tale ostensibly 
written for children. On some level, it asks us why 
stories are important to have in the first place: what 
would happen if the great ocean of tales were to dry 


up? 


Another good read is Ben Hamper, Rivethead, 
about his life on an automobile assembly line in the 
late 70s. Reading his entertaining description of his 
experiences on the factory floor will take you far away 
from the rigors of your studious life in a wintry New 


England. 


If you're into urban realist fiction of the 19th- 
century sort, ’d ecommend Frank Norris, McTeague, 
which tells of the strange lives of a dull-witted dentist, 
his miserly wife, and their terrible fate. The novel 


SALMAN 
RUSH DIE 


WANA 


TARO 


i oy 1 the 
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builds momentum until it culminates in a truly 
unforgettable ending. You may find your absorption 
in these downwardly mobile characters oddly cheer- 
ing (and help you see the wintry darkness itself in an 
ironic light). 


Are you a criminal at heart? Would you like to 
follow a very intelligent deviant with excellent taste 
as he quietly wreaks havoc? I'd strongly recommend 
Patricia Highsmith’s Ripley series, which begins with 
The Talented Mr Ripley. The writing is sharp, the situ- 
ations compelling, and the ethics of one’s identifica- 
tions and sympathies interestingly unsettling. Watch 
out: you may find the series addictive and have to read 


all five. 


Do you need something lighter, with especially 
pithy chapters short enough for you to snap up one 
or two when you don't have a lot of time? Then try 
Roland Barthes, Mythologies, a set of meditations on 
aspects of popular culture in 1950s France. Skip the 
big theoretical chapter and go straight to the short 
pieces. You may learn more about Garbo’s face, the 
fake drama of wrestling, or the politics of travel guides 


than you expect — and all in an elegant, Parisian style. 


If you find these books to be good reads, pass the 
word around. After all, what’s the point of a good tale 
if it can't be shared? 


DALY TE DERA NE 


Autumn 


iz “Five o’elock light on the western sky, 

a grey wash over the woods. 

Now there are only the faintest shadows 

Lett of the largest things; the rush of traffic 
sounding like the river; louder than the river. 


ii. Church bells mellow and fade 

in the stillness before noon, 

like the stillness of the Standing Buddha 
that emerges just as 

a coolness rises: 

autumn’s beautiful mediums. 


iii. Like leaves 

each memory of you 
deepens as it gains hue, 
some brightness 

after the green goes, 
and then a gentle 
letting loose 


Haiku 


Born with the morning 
star this horse takes upon her 
brow the morning star. 


Poems by Kristen Gunther Photo by Eleanor West: 
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Finding the Diner 


We walked beside 
Ourselves, nonchalant 
In empty shops. 


I spoke of Adolf Loos. 
You stopped and said, “We’re here.” 


I spoke of Adolf Loos. 
You motioned for a Coke. 


At Seventeen 


Asleep, again, in grass 
I dreamed of the abstract: 

An orange umbrella in the tree, 
A burst of fire in the leaves. 


Poems by Danny Lorberbaum Photo by Bryant Johnson 


10 imac Bands Gourshouldlknony(and Probably Dongt) 


Bulketenivickaug hii 


Okay, so I’Il admit it. | have no indie cred. | don’t read Pitchfork. My jeans 
fit loosely. The only American Apparel | own is my WBOR t-shirt. Hell, | rarely Know 
more than two bands on WBOR’s Weekly adds. Honestly, | should probably stick 
to writing about jazz. But that would get boring and no one would care. So this 
month, I’ve decided to put on my thick-rimmed glasses and sneak into hipster ter- 
ritory. The following is alist of ten bands that | think every indie kid should have 
on his iPod. Some of you may Know all ten in which case, pat yourself on the back, 
you Can Wear your hipster uniform with pride. However for you everyday, lacka- 
daisical hipsters, much of this may be foreign to you, so if it tickles your fancy, 
give it a listen. Most of this music can be found in WBOR’s library and if not, feel 
free to contact me directly. Enjoy... 


1. Flotation Toy Warning 

This British group falls somewhere along the 
lines of experimental/chamber/dream pop. 
With their synth-laden sound and full string 
orchestrations, you could even call it post-pop. 
Their one full length is an obscure gem. How can 
you not love a pop band that’s ballsy enough to 
put out an album of 6-18 minute songs, which 
include operatic vocals, a theremin solo, and a 
final track with 3 hidden tracks tagged on? If 
that doesn’t do it for you, let me add that the 
band members claim they’re arctic explorers 
from the 19th century. Oh yes. 


Suggested Albums: “The Bluffer’s Guide to the 
Flight Deck” 

For Fans Of: The Flaming Lips, The Olivia Tremor 
Control, Why? 


2.mum 

mum has that signature Icelandic sound: lush, ambient 
electronic pop that could only come from the land of fire 
and ice. Their most recent album, “Go-Go Smear the Poison 
Ivy” marks a stylistic departure for the band, as the band 
lost singer/multi-instrumentalist Kristin Anna Valtysdot- 
tir (wife of Animal Collective’s Avey Tare), and added 4 
new members. | think their albums with Valtysdottir are 
their best, however their newest will not disappoint. 


Suggested Albums: “Yesterday Was Dramatic - Today Is 
Ok” and “Finally We Are No One” 
For Fans Of: Sigur Ros, Bjork, Iceland. 


3. Can 
Okay, so Canisn’t exactly indie rock, SINCE eee 
they’re a 1978’s German band and all, but that | 
said, Canis so indie they were indie before 
indie was indie. The fact that bands from Radio- | 
head to Pavement to Tortoise havecited them @& 
as a major influence should be proof enough. 
Can sounds something like what you would 
imagine the perfect 70’s band would sound | 
like: take some Beatles, add a spoonful James 
Brown, another of the Velvet Underground, a 
dash of Eno, Zappa, and Miles Davis. Wahla! 
You’ve got yourself Can: probably the great- 
est band to hire a singer they met on the street | 
singing for nickels. 
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Suggested Albums: “Ege Bamyasi” and “Tago 
Mago” 
For Fans Of: Tortoise, MMW, Portishead 


4. The Notwist 

This German indie pop group is led by electronic 
programmer Console and singer/guitarist Markus 
Acher (also known for his work with Ms. John Soda 
and his collaboration with rapper Dose One as “13 
& God”). Oddly enough, their first two albums con- 
sisted of grungy metal, sounding more like Metal- 
lica than the Notwist of now, but they made a dra- 
matic stylistic shift once Console joined the group. 


Suggested Albums: “Shrink” and “Neon Gold- 
en” (the extended version if you can find it) 
For Fans Of: Radiohead, Of Montreal, The Sea and Cake 


9. The One AM Radio 

Hrishikesh Hirway is the perfect modern 
singer-songwriter. He crafts his elegant pop 
with equal parts folk, electronica, and chamber 
music. Anyone who caught his WBOR-presented 
show at Chase Barn last semester knows he’s 
too legit to quit. Check it. 


Suggested Albums: “Name Writ in Water” and 
“This Too Will Pass” 


For Fans Of: Thom Yorke, Grizzly Bear, Belle & pian ee 
Sebastian this too will pass 


t& THE ONE AM RADIO 


6. Portishead 

Once upon a time, in a place called the mid-90’s, there 
® was a genre called “trip-hop” and Portishead was king. 
Hard to believe, | know. It was mostly a British thing if 
that explains anything. Regardless of trip-hop’s ex- 
tinction, Portishead is as relevant as ever (especially 
«2 Since they recently ended their decade-long hiatus and 
; released a third studio album). They manage to fuse 
just about every thinkable style of pop music (hip hop, 
# soul, electronica, jazz, blues, Americana, etc...) to cre- 
ate some of the most unique music the indie world has 
ever seen. Their crowning performance is the live date 


VER TASETEAN | with the New York Philharmonic Orchestra, released as 


eee “Pnyc.” 
Poselond nye live 


Suggested Albums: “Dummy” and “Pnyc” 
For Fans Of: Bjork, DJ Shadow, fir, Massive Attack 


7. Talk Talk 

Again, this is a band that’s not quite indie per say, 
but you should know them none the less. Talk Talk 
started off in the early 80’s as anew-wave pop 
band, sounding like a slightly less poppy version of 
Duran Duran. But between their releases in 1984 
and 1988, a major stylistic change occurred. 1988’s 
“Spirit of Eden” found them in uncharted waters, 
navigating through long, complex song forms, sty- 
listically fusing pop and rock with jazz, classical, 
and ambient music. My vote for best band of the 
80’s. 


TALK TALK 


Suggested Albums: “Spirit of Eden” and “Laughing SPIRIT OF EDEN 
Stock” 

For Fans Of: Grizzly Bear, Explosions in the Sky, 

Yo La Tengo, Brian Eno 


8. Battles 

These experimental math rockers exploded 
onto the scene last year with their first full- 
length “Mirrored,” which many may know. 
This is less a plug for Battles, thanitis a plug 
for their first two lesser-known EP’s, which 
feature some of the best tracks they have 
recorded as a band. However, that said, if you 
haven’t checked Battles out, do it. Now. 


Suggested Albums: “B EP” and “EP C” 
For Fans Of: Animal Collective, Don Caballero, 
Hella 


9. Deerhoof 

Let me just say that when Radiohead tapped Deerhoof as 
the opener for several dates in their 2006 tour, the bill 
featured the two most innovative pop bands of the past 
decade. Okay, I’m biased, but anyway you crack it, Deer- 
hoof is in-cre-dible. With their tendencies towards odd 
melodies, dissonance, noisy textures, and improvisation, 
they can certainly be a bit hard to digest at times, caus- 
ing many to write them off as excessively avant-garde or 
“weird for the sake of weird.” But trust me, pop brilliance 
lies beneath their rough surface. 


Suggested Albums: “The Runners Four” and “Friend Oppor- 
tunity” 
For Fans Of: Blonde Redhead, The Microphones, Hella 


CAT ENT HAT 


10. Tortoise 


| would think almost all indie fans would know Tortoise 
by know, but I’m constantly surprised by how many 

are not familiar with who I’d consider to be one of the 
most influential bands of the past 15 years. So here’s 
my plug... As | stated in last month’s zine, Tortoise have 
been dubbed the founding fathers of “post-rock,” but 

if they’re post-rock, they’re really post-everything, as 
their music draws from jazz, electronica, dub, and clas- 
sical music as well. As if inventing post-rock wasn’t 
enough, members of Tortoise have gone on to form The 

s Sea and Cake, Euphone, Califone, and Gastr Del Sol, as well 
as work with everyone from Stereolab to Bright Eyes to 


Bonnie “Prince” Billy. — 


Suggested Albums: “Standards” and “It’s All Around You” 
For Fans Of: Stereolab, The Sea and Cake, Mogwai, Caribou 
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41S summer. 


t full class enters thi 
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In Memory of My College Roommate (1988 - 2044) 


But last Christmas J saw you at the airport bar 
Teeth still yellow from the ancient cigarettes 
Thad grudgingly lent you 


A Life Change 
I used to be right handed, but 


At thirteen I painted the fingernails of my left hand pink 
And jerked off. 


Poems by Danny Lorberbaum Image: “Deathcap” by Alex Basset 


Secret Agent 


To celebrate 
my first 
published comic, 


now he shows up , 
in all my doodles § 


overbearing 


at times 


he's a decent 
enough guy, 
I guess, 


Phil McLaughlin 


Bless Your Heart 
by Bryant Johson 


When you see a clothier wearing a cravat, its safe 
to assume that the night before was awash in drink 
and deviltry. That morning Jack Torrance fumbled 
with the knot around his neck, facing off the floor 
length mirror set in the cabinetry of his store. 

“Lordy lordy, | swear either you go or me.” 

“You talkin to me Dad?” 

Cully rose from behind the counter into a slouch, as 
if he intended to portray the whole Ascent of Man but 
stopped short, rubbing his temples with either hand. 
“No. I’m talkin to myself like a crazy man. Why 
don’t you put on some coffee and open up shop. My 
stomach sounds like its got two panda bears inside 
it fighting to the death.” 

It used to be that Jack would open the store 
any time he’d want. It used to be that any self-re- 
specting businessman was expected to have a wife 
and a honey on the side: not so much for the fulfill- 
ment of unchecked desire but as a proof of steady 
management. Passing his hand under the loop, over 
and under, Jack knew the times had changed. More 
lawyers came in here now to take inventory than buy 
a suit or have a drink with him. When, for an instant, 
the knot grew tighter and he felt a cold wind blow 
and his Allan Edmund’s black suede shoes balanc- 
ing on a scaffold’s edge. Quickly he pulled the knot 
apart. 


ry 


Photograph by Bryant Johnson 


“How was your night?” 

“Oh, alright | guess. Didn’t get nothing but | broke a guy’s 
face in.” 

“Ya. Where’s this at?” 

“Right next door. At Juleps.” 

The smell of coffee pervaded the room, a welcomed guest. 
Jack rubbed his eyes. Measured himself in the mirror: an 
Oxford clad Leprechaun plaited old and grey. 

“How bout you,” Cully asked, “you and Lulu.” 

“Lola’s well. We took her kid out to see the movies.” 
“Then brought him back and tucked him into bed?” 

“No. Your mother-by-law is divorcing me just because | 
like to take kids to see the movies.” 

Cully crossed the store and handed Jack a filled cup and 
saucer. ; 

“| wish you had taken me out more to the movies Dad.” 
Out of that cup’s pitiless black, Columbian Supremo Jack 
stared up at himself, not envying the man his reality. 
“Only kind of movies you ever wanted to see Cully had 
naked women in them. And besides, | don’t love you as a 
child. You’ve always been more to me like a good errand 
dog. Now open this place up.” 

Jack burnt his tongue on the coffee and set it on the tie 
rack. Once again he started at the noose. The store was 
decorated with exotic stuffed animals and an old suit of 
armor complemented by a smoking jacket and a panama 
hat. Two photographs were mounted on the wall. The 


first was a glossy photo of Jack Nicholson and cloth- 
ier grinning and locking arms. He’d approached 
Jack in a bar in Vermont while he working wardrobe 
on The Shining, threw down his business card and 
announced: “I’m the real Jack Torrance.” He awoke 
on a deserted shoreline with a cloud in his head and 
three days bills and bartabs safetypinned under his 
arm with the photograph attached. He dug deep into 
his reserves to pay off that one and vowed never to 
leave the South again. 

The second picture was an old jaundiced tintype. His 
dad and two brothers, all dead now, stand around 
an old Rolls Royce: them shielding eyes against the 
sun and the branches and light pooling into the car’s 
sweatshined contours. It was the old Rolls Royce 
his dad drove around as Sheriff of Rankin County, 
lugging a trunk full of moonshine he’d confiscate to 
resell at cut-rate prices, yet somehow managing to 
benefit all parties involved and thus remain Sheriff 
for twenty seven years. His old man’s secret was 
that he’d barter with the blacks, for he’d operated in 
a race war which had not yet reinvented currency as 
the last weapon it would ever need. To the Sheriff all 
colors ended in green: late one night he’d received 
a call from a man in Washington who spoke to him 
of a bus and the profound political import of that bus 
and the consequences for all parties involved if that 
bus did not get from one side of the Sheriff's county 
to the other. And the Sheriff said he understood and 
the bus would remain unmolested and he asked the 
man his name and the man said Jack Kennedy and 
the Sheriff said what Jack Kennedy is that? Now the 
car was parked in an anonymous shed in Rankin. 
Bolt locks installed on the doors and a sheet cover- 
ing it like a Victorian ghost of yore. 

When Cully had unlocked the store he said he was 
going down the street to buy some Advil and made a 
motion to go but didn’t. He leaned against the door 
and looked at Jack. 

“Something’s eatin you. What is it?” 

“Remember that time we sailed down to the Baha- 
mas and she’d been reading crazy stuff about dol- 
phins fornicatin with men? Saw one of em fishes 
nosing up to me and got the twelve gauge | kept 
under the wheel. Hit the sucker mid leap. Blew it 
into Sunkist. Now you tell me she ain’t crazier than 
a Arab in a dynamite jacket. ” 

“Bless her heart.” 

“Bless her Heart. And the time that no good crazy 
bitch” 

“Bless her heart.” 

“Bless her heart, had the court order a colonoscopy 
to make certain | wasn’t hiding anything up there. 
What kinda Chico’s-wearin hateful little housewife 
would do a thing like that?” 


“When d’you figure this divorce is gonna end?” 

“| s’pose not before | sell my ass to science and give her 
the proceeds.” 

This truth, though obvious, arrested him. 

“It'll be OK though. | got my reserves she never even 
heard of.” 

Cully nodded with all the compassion of a marionette and 
walked out the door. Jack could hear him stop abruptly 
in the hall, say an awkward ‘mornin’ and pace away. He 
went back to tying the knot. He didn’t look at her when his 
wife walked in. 

She held herself with the proud poise of a dying breed and 
was built like Queen Victoria. 

“Mornin Jack.” 

“Mornin Mindy. | would get you a cup of coffee but | don’t 
like you.” 

“No matter. | have to go soon anyway. Did you know we 
own a title on a 57’ Rolls Royce?” 

The knot tightened. 

“Dear old John down at the gas station, he told me your 
father used to drive it all around.” 

She was a whole foot taller than Jack and when she ap- 
proached and stood behind him her face shone above his 
in the mirror. She took hold of his padded shoulders and 
walked her fingers up and down his waxed-bare back. 
“He said he drove that car up the backroads and down the 
backroads doing business with him late at night. Said your 
father would sometimes call on him to drive some crates 
and legal envelopes up to this little shed in the woods and 
he still remembered where its at.” 

Jack could see the giant drink he’d pour for himself when 
she was gone. His eyes locked into hers in the mirror on 
the wall. 

“Well, | figured these proceedings have gone on long 
enough. I’ve sent my lawyer to talk to yours; | don’t think 
you’d object to ending it as quickly as possible? If you 
need to get ahold of us, I'll be driving with Geneva for a 
little vacation in Vegas. And I'll be taking the Rolls, if you 
don’t mind?” 

Jack couldn’t help watching himself. He had nothing left 
to say other than the bad lines he was allotted for this 
uninspired role. 

“You thieving bitch.” 

She considered him with the slightest hint of sympathy 
and stepped aside. 

“You're an adulterous bastard Jack.” 

She walked to the door when she turned and smiled. 
“Oh, and Jack?” 

myawe 

“Bless your heart.” m 


Hey Y’all this is Jonny Bluegrass from A Blast from the 
Grass. We coming to you live from Covington Kentucky 
to report on the Gov't Mule show we seen on Thursday 
j night. 

| The evening started with a coupla fatties and some good 
ole Kentucky Bourbon. We had some Hiker trash friends 
from the Appalachian Trail meet us for the show, and what 
7 a blast. 

Gov’t Mule has replaced Bass player Andy Hess for Jor- 
gen Carlsson, and this dude can rock the Bass guitar | 
4 mean this guy has some huge Mule shoes to fill when 
it comes to playing Bass, and he does it with class and 
style. 


Mule opened the show with “John The Revelator” a tra- 
ditional gospal and blues song which has been covered 
by numerous bands including The Blues Brothers, John 
Mellencamp and even The White Stripes but it’s this Du’s 
opinion noones covers it better than the Mule. The band 


wound up really strong before going into the fabulous in- 
strumental “Kind of Bird” and “Taste like Wine”, having the ges 
crowd at their mercy now they dish out a tastey Crosby 
Stills and Nash “For What it’s worth”. Now speaking of For 
what it’s worth here’s another observation | picked up on | 
in Kentucky. 1 club + 1 Kick ass band playing a very fa- 
miliar song spanning Three generations add lots of beer : 
and Whiskey and Viola you have half of the club singing B 
their hearts out with Warren Haynes, You better stop now 
whats that sound, everybody look whats going down. And 
boy | sure did this crowd was having the time of their lives : 
and the Mule was eating it up the more we sang the hard- : 
er they jammed. This band was on fire, and this was just § 
the first set. Now | decided it was time to light another 
Tijuana giggle stick. Before we knew it here came that f 
bass run made famous by Phil Lesh, as Jorgen Carlsson § 
starts thumping out The Grateful Deads “The Other Ones” 
| sound like a fucking broken record telling you how awe- 
some this show was but wait lets let the set list speak for “a, a5 ; rae : 
itself as Mule closes out the first set with “ After Midnite”. Alla el ee ee cine seer fe dg a 
bacco rich Kentucky. Folks I’m here to tell you people in 
the south love their tobacco there was loads of smoke in 
this building. But just before asphixiation sets in the bands 
back with “Lola leave your lights on” then slamming into 
“Redhouse” must of been fourteen minutes long but every 
bit worth it. On and on and on till they closed the night with 
“Can't you see”. . 


These guys kick ass if you get a chance to see them 
somewhere take advantage of it. There are alot more 
show’s this tour to get in on, including the 20th annual 
Christmas Jam Warren Haynes has every year in Ashville 
North Carolina to benefit Habitat for Humanity. Find out 
more at www.mule.net And if your little ears haven’t been 
blessed with Gov't Mule tune in to A Blast From the Grass 
on Saturday evenings from 6 - 8pm. 


| Thank you and have a pleasent tomorrow. HAIRNT! @ 


Baas, 


“METAL AS HELL”: 
A TRIBUTE TO ANDREW SUDANO 


Meandering in Liminality 
Fire; a 


I see death where it shouldn’t be : 


Understanding time as if it were seminal 
eleaaid ¢ 


He’s obviously a douchebag but whose fault 
is that? 


Never again will chocolate burn with such 
brightness, 


When the dark passenger makes his presence 
known. 

I killed a lot of people but never any chil- 
dren except for that one. 


Although it would definitely be cool 


Let’s hope the leaves don’t reattach them- 
selves to the trees 


Because then we will all die 


An overabundance of fragmented shards will 
ka a8 


A portal into the endless possibility that 
is the semi-conscious mind 


The astral doors are calling me but I can’t 
reply. 


Rhie, ehet pocuay Ob ares ats shat, 
And I like eating shit. 


(Kyle Farnsworth will end you) so do some 
research. 


Astrophysics framed astronomically from on 
High, 


A mechanical answer to a question under- 
ground 


Fuck this, fuck you. 


Andrew Sudano 


SEASONS OF LOVE 
by R.B. Worb 


In June 


City Skyline visible 
From high Van-Cotlandt Rock 
Some trees yet to bud 


Sun generally set 


In the muggy parade ground- rambunctious 


teens 

But I’m quiet- and frail 

When the girl I love is in Queens 
In October 

Dear D. 

Long time its been 

And strange I know 

To open up this curtained show 
For petty pressures 

In cool September 

Dealt our courtship a heavy blow 
But you're still pretty 

And I am too 

And oft of late ’ve noticed you 
Your are frail, I know this 

We know this together 


And are apt to ignore or puff 
your cheeks at this letter 


And to shy from and take 
nuisance 


With a boy’s attractions 


JENNA BREITER 


Regretting I suppose- 

Your lovely August actions 

Well flatter yourself not so! 

Rather- blush and flutter, 

You aught be truly flattered by my asking 


And believe my passion too knows flight 
like a waxwing! 


Hush, Hush- dear blush- 
I’ve noticed you this day and last, 
Your silky scarves and rings.. 


The other girls of fall fall tragically when 
put next to all these things 


If, for a night- your presence I may know 


And you'd consent to come with me to dinner 


and a show 

If there be some interest there- 
Tomorrow morning kindly wear 

A little blue ribbon is your long black hair 
So your sentiments I may know 


If not- then white; I'll put you out of sight. 


SEASONS OF LOVE continues ... 


Sei! 


In November 
Dear D. 
Your ribbon-less stature- 


Oh disgrace to the state! 


i. 


Now in flustered, girlish tones 
“But why must he harp on me?” 
Dear I met you, I met you 

I do not forget you 


But the wonder, oh the rapture! 
(That you'd surely see with me...) 


One night. Please? 

Be not ribbon-less tomorrow too 
As before, consent with blue 
White I won’t write 


Again to you. 
In late November 


No ribbon yet 
Love’s lingering rays 


Begin to set... 
As Freshman, M and I 


Made crude note of your beauty 
When you'd walk by 


Years later, after summer parties 


You'd have me share your bed maggie brenner 
A poem from those sweet weeks read 
“Her honesties well- projected, her beauties never fail” 


In cool September, school-state remembered- your final 
discourse; frail!!! 


And you molested memories of lovely courtship! cigarettes before class 
And made us less than friends : 

Cigarettes before bed 
More likely never to talk again! 


And why?!!! too many cigarettes 


Seasons of Love by R.B. Worb one day i'll be dead 


by zachary coffin 
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16 Daniel Lanois 
(Berklee Performa.) 
Calexico (Somer- 
ville Theatre) 


Deerhunter 


(Paradise Rock 

Club) 

Dub Tric (Chib 
Metronome) 


Dark Star Orch. 
(Capitol Center for 
the Arts) 
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12 The SeaandCake| 14 ArloGuthrie (Stor] 14 Smashing Pum- 


(Middle East) 

Arlo Guthrie (Stone 
Mountain Arts 
Center) 


Mountain Arts 
Center) 

Kings of Leon & We 
Are Scientists 
(Orpheum Th.) 


 Girlvalix ( Foxboro) 


15 Eagle of Death Met 
(Paradise Rock 
Club) 


pkins (Wang Cen.) 


Stadium) 


O.A.R. (Umaine 
Orono) 

Zach Hill & Pattern 
is Movement (The 
Middle East) 


M83 & School of 
Seven Bells (Th.e) 
Middle East) 
Devin the Dude 
(Higher Gound) 
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Stunday 


October 2008 


i¢ | 


Brian Wilson 
(Orpheum Theat) 


Trans-Siberian 
Orchestra, 
(Verizon Wireless 
Arena) 


Bishop Allen 
(The Middle East) 


202 AlGreen (Foxborce 
Stadium) 


Blectric Six (Th. 
Middle East) 


December 2008 


Monday 


(Paradise Rock Cl) 


Tuesday 
] King Khan & BBQ] 2 Nada Surf (Para- 


dise Rock Club) 


Vampire Weekend] 8 
w/ Black Kids 
(Orpheum) 


id 


Wednesday 


5 


B.B. King (North | 29 
Shore Music 

Theatre) 

Richie Havens 

(Stone Mountain) 


Thursday = Friday — Batlirday 
Journey (Verizon}| 4 RaRaRiot (Highel 5 Mercury Rev 6 Franz Ferdinand 
Wireless Arena) Ground) (Paradise Rock Cl) (Orpheum) 
]] Aimee Mann 12 Erin McKeown 15 


10 Aimee Mann 


(Somerville Theat) 


Bela Fleck and the} 15 
Fleckstones 
(Stone Mountain) 
Bon Iver 
(Wilbur Theater) 


afd 


SS aes 


__207 Vertex42 LLC 


(Somerville Theat) (One Longfellow 
Square) 
Sister Hazel 
(Paradise Rock Cl) 
18 Matisyahu with 19 26) 
K'naan (Higher 
Ground) 
Johnny Winter 
(Tupelo Music Hal) 
25 26 av 


farewell 


